HE PASSED BY!

I saw, Beloved! distinct marks
Of Thy Feet next to my side !
They were just like golden sparks !
Couldst Thou Thyself from me hide ?
iny were the Marks of my Beloved !
Fragrant was the smell I inhaled,
For such swreet scent none could shed,
Hadst Thou not this way hailed!
If Thou didst go this way, my Lord!
Why didst Thou not wake me up ?
Or touch my bosom, heart's tender cord,
With Thy Fingers - Love's golden Cup ?
If Thou didst not like to kill
My dreamy sleep in a mortal case,
Why didst Thou not leave a chill
On my cheek, without my knowledge ?